88                  THE    COMPLAINT

Canara byrds, come in to beare the bell,

And Goldfinches, do hope to get the gole:

The tatling Awbe doth pleafe fome fancie we!,

And fome like beft, the byrde as Black as cole.

And yet could I, if fo it were my minde,

For harmony, fet al thefe babes to fchole,

And fmg fuch notes, as might in euery kinde

Difgrace them quight, and make their corage coole

But mould I fo ? no no fo wil I not

Let brutifh beafls, heare fuch brute birds as thofe.

(For like to like, the prouerbe faith I wot)

And mould I then, my cunning skil difclofe ?

For fuch vnkinde, as let the cuckowe flye,

To fucke mine eggs, whiles I fit in the thicke ?

And rather praife, the chattring of a pye,

Than hir that fmgs, with breft agamft a pricke ?

Nay let them go, to marke the cuckowes talke,

The ianglmg lay, for that becomes them wel.

And in the filent night then let them walke,

To heare the Owle, how me doth mryche and yel.

And from henceforth, I wil no more constrame

My pleaiant voice, to founde, at their requeft.

But fhrowd my felfe, in darkefome night and raine,

And learne to cowche, ful clofe vpon my neail.

Yet if I chaunce, at any time (percafe)

To fmg a note, or twaine for my difporte,

It lhalbe done, in fome fuch fecret place,

That fewe or none, may thervnto reforte.

Thefe flatterers, (in loue) which falfhood meane,

Not once aproch, to heare my pleafant fong.

But fuch as true, and ftedfast louers bene,

Let them come neare, for elfe they do me wrong.

And as I geffe, not many miles from hence,

There Hands a fqmre, with pangs of forrow preft,

For whom I dare, auowe (in his defence)

He is as true, (in Loue) as is the bell.

Him wil I cheare, with chaunting al this night:
And with that word, me gan to cleare hir thioate.
But fuch a liuely fong (now by this light)